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about his health, his studies and his home in
Dorset, For he detested the North, with its dark
clouds, its rain, the savagery of its people, its bare
strong hills. He was a perpetual exile. She
stood in front of him now, her hands behind her
back, her eyes twinkling, but her expression very
serious*

Francis, coming upon her, realised quite
suddenly that she was a woman* She was old for
her fifteen years in her self-possession, young in
her childish impulse*. I le know that she adored
him, just as she had always done; if had been a
long faithful service on her part for which he had
made little return, There was something about
her small stature, pale face, and almost savage
unlikeness to the average Henries order that
frightened him, and yet he had long ago realised
that she was the only one in this family who ever
remotely understood him.

He realised it again now, for as she turned to
him he saw that she immediately recognised him
to be under the power of some very strong excite-
ment Mr* Langbridgc pulled his long lanky body
together, rose, very solemnly bowed to Francis
and stalked away*

She looked at him, half roguishly, half with that
affection that she could never keep from her eyes
when she was with anyone of whom she was fond,

4 Dear Francis,* she said, dancing about the
lawn on her very small feet, * you have got a
secret. I can see that you have* And none of
the family is worthy of it*'

She turned towards the house and they both